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his bark right then and there. After much persuasion
and, in order to silence the man, he did so. Whereupon
the man proceeded to bark much louder and much
better than Jack. The actor was worsted at his own
game and by such a fatuous creature, but he turned
and said, with the most cunning inference:

"It is fine, but you see, sir, I had to learn/1

Speaking of Rostand, I am proud of a translation of
mine of two lines of "Cyrano." Mark Smith had
challenged my statement that it could be done ia
English verse and gave as a test:

"Qu'est-ce qu'un baiser? Cest le faint rose mr VI
du mot aimer.'9

I gave him:

"What is a kiss?  The rosy dot upon the 'I' of bliss/'

Mark was an actor and the son of an actor. I saw
him first with Mrs. Leslie Carter. It is told of him that
just before his birth his parents were in Paris. His
father, being very patriotic, went to the American
embassy, got some earth from the cellar, and, filling
four saucers with it, placed them under the legs of the
bed where his wife lay. With Old Glory over the bed,
Mark was ushered into the world as near an American
citizen as his father could make him.

One of the most interesting stage families of my time
was the group of Hollands. E. S., whom we called
"Ned," was perhaps the best known throughout the
country and was a jEinished actor of the so-called old
school. It was the father of these boys who made that
immortal remark which ijamed a house of worship and
made it famous. Holland, with others, approached
the pastor of a large Fifth Ayemte church to get him toet always rather resented his existence, however.
